THE    GREAT    TUDORS
so it was ending in war. Trouble was looming, not only in
Ireland, where Tyrone was growing in strength and ambi-
tion, but in Spain, where another Armada was preparing.
The Spanish threat was dissipated by Raleigh and the
sailors; the Irish trouble grew worse and worse, until in
1598 Tyrone made his desperate bid for the command of all
Ireland. In that affair Spenser's personal fortunes were
soon involved, his house burned, and with it, according to
Ben Jonson's gossip, one of his children. He himself was
sent to London to report on the situation, and died in
Westminster in January, 1599. So he saw neither the
debacle of Essex nor the recovery under Mountjoy when
the Celtic chiefs collapsed with Celtic suddenness, nor the
return of his family to Kilcolman, but died in misery, all his
fears come true.
From Colin Clouts Come Home Againe we can gather what
Raleigh thought of Spenser and of his situation in 1589:
*c He gan to cast great lyking to my lore,
And great dislyking to my lucklesse lot:
That banisht had my selfe, like wight forlore,
Into that waste > where I was quite forgot"
And Spenser dedicates the poem to Raleigh " That you may
see that I am not alwaies ydle as yee thinke, though not
greatly well occupied, nor altogither undutifull, though not
precisely officious." It would be easy to reconstruct the
conversation between a diffident, discouraged Spenser
settled down into his loneliness, and the energetic Raleigh
who dragged him from that obscurity and brought him to
London to publish his masterpiece and gain the Queen's
countenance. It was close on ten years since Spenser had
been in London, and ten years, less four days, between the
entry of his first publication and his second on the Stationers3
Register. Yet The Shepheardes Calender had been a success,
and was now in its third edition. Diffidence, discourage-
ment, and the pressure of affairs might be the causes of
delay; but not the whole cause. For, however uncertain of
himself in the world of business, Spenser lacked neither
energy nor confidence in the sphere of poetry. In his early
days he deferred to Harvey in other matters, but in poetry
he took his own line. When he was smitten with the
quantitative versification which was the latest fashion in the
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